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All  the  Hoop  de  Dooden  Doos. 


EU®f  10, 

HOOP  DE  DOO¬ 
DEN  D00. 

MELODIST. 


EVANS’S  HOOP  DE  DOODEN  DOO.  [The  Beat  Version  out.l 

TV HAT  YOU  SHOULD’NT  DO.  A  comic  song.  Air. — Hoopde  Dooden  doo. 

THE  REAL  HOOP  DE  DOODEN  DOO.  Sung  by  Adams  and  Wilkins. 

[The  above  songs  are  written  by  J.  A.  Hardwick.] 

ENCORE  VERSES  TO  HOOP  DE  DOODEN  DOO.  Sun^  by  Mr.  Adani9» 
HOOP  DE  DOODEN  DOO.  Modern  Version.  Sung  by  Mr.  Adams. 

The  above  songs  are  written  by  T.  Ramsay. 

HOOP  DE  DOODEN  DOO  a  Favorite  American  Melody,  sung  by  the  Christie 
Ministrels  and  Mackney 

ROBSON’S  HOOP  DE  DOODEN  DOO.  Sung  by  Mr.  F.  Robson. 

THE  PRINCESS  ROYAL’S  WEDDING.  Sung  by  Julian,  &  W.  J.  Adams. 
DOWNFALL  OF  THE  BRITISH  LION.  J.  A.  Hardwick. 

THE  MARRIAGE  OF  THE  PRINCESS  ROYAL.  Sung  by  Mr.  E.  Taylor. 
ANSWER  TO  JOE  IN  THE  COPPER. 

HOOP  DE  DOODEN  DOO.  Sung  bv  Mr.  E.  H.  Pierce. 

WILLIE  WE  HAVE  MISSED  YOU. 

WHEN  I  DREAM  THAT  I  LOVE  YOU!  sung  by  Mr.  Sims  Reeves. 


Annie  Laurie 

Afloat  on  the  Ocean 

All’s  well  Little  Nell 

Boy  in  Blue 

Ben  Bolt  Charlie 

Bonnie  Dundee 

Brave  Musquetaire 

Cottage  and  Mill 

I  love  the  merry  sunshine 

Darling  Ould  Stick 

DIE  NOT  FOND  MAN 

Englishman,  the 

Far,  far  upon  the  sea 

Fairy  Tempter 

Johnny  Sands 

Xatty  Avourneen 

Here’s  to  the  Navy  again 

Long  Parted  have  we  been 


Marguerite’s  deathbed  farewell. 
Low  Back’d  Car 
Mary  of  Argyle 
Minnie  Moore 

Taste,  oh  taste.  Minnie 

Oh  had  I  but  Aladdin’s  Lamp 

Old  Soldier’s  Daughter 

Old  Folks  at  Home 

Oh,  let  me  like  a  soldier  fall 

Partant  pour  la  Syrie 

Red,  White  and  Blue 

Rouse,  Brothers,  rouse 

Twas  on  a  Sunday  Morning 

The  Standard  Bearer 

The  Happy  Days  of  yore 

The  Queen  and  the  Navy  for  ever 

To  the  West,  to  the  West 

TJp  with  the  Standard  of  England 
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IS'EW  AJMD  EAVODEXXE.  SOJN'GS. 


ANNIE  LAURIE. 

Maxwelton*s  banks  are  bonnie. 
Where  early  falls  the  dew. 

And  *twas  there  that  Ann  ^  Laune, 
Gave  me  her  promise  trme, 

Gave  me  her  promise  true, 

Which  ne’er  forgot  will  be, 

But,  for  bonnie  An&ie  Idwsrie, 

I’d  lay  me  down  and  din*  * 

Her  brow  is  like  the  snowdrift. 

Her  throat  is  Eke  the  swan; 

Her  face  it  is  t}bt  fair* at 
That  o’er  the  sum  shone  on— 
That  e’er  the  snn  shone  on — 

And  dark  blue  i&  her  eke ;  . 

And  for  bonnie  Annie  Laurie 
I’d  lay  me  down  and  die. 

Like  dew  on  the  Gowan  lying, 

Is  the  f a!  o’  her  fairy  feet ; 

And  like  winds  iu  summer  sighing 
Her  voice  is  low  and  sweet — 

Her  voice  is  low  and  sweet — 

And  she’s  a’  the  world  to  me, 
And  for  bonnie  Annie  Laurie 
I’d  lay  me  down  and  die. 


THE  DARLIN’  OULD  STICK.  I 

My  name  is  bould  Morgan  M‘Carthy,  from  Tim, 

My  relations  all  dead,  except  one  brother  Jim, 

He’s  gone  a  sojering  out  to  Cow  bull  (Cabool), 

I  dare  say  he’s  laid  low  with  a  nick  in  the  skull. 

Hut  let  him  be  dead  or  be  living, 

A  prayer  for  his  corpse  I’ll  be  giving, 

To  send  him  soon  home  or  to  heaven. 

For  he  left  me  this  darlin’  ould  stick. 

If  that  stick  had  a  tongue  it  could  tell  you  some 

taies, 

How  it  battered  the  countenances  of  the  O’Neill’s, 

It  made  bits  of  skulls  fly  about  in  the  air, 

And  it’s  been  the  promoter  of  fun  at  each  fair. 

For  I  swear  by  the  toe-nail  of  Moses, 

It  has  often  broke  bridges  of  noses. 

Of  the  faction  that  dare  to  oppose  us — 

It’s  the  darlin’  kippeen  of  a  stick. 

The  last  time  I  used  it,  ’twas  on  Patrick’s  day, 
Larry  Fegan  and  I  got  into  a  shilley. 

We  went  on  a  spree  to  the  fair  of  Athboy, 

Where  I  danced,  and  -when  done,  I  kissed  Kate 
M’Evoy. 

Then  her  sweetheart  went  out  for  his  cousin,  I 
And  by  iabers  he  brought  in  a  dozen, 

A  dolehrum  they  would  have  knocked  us  in, 

If  I  hadn’t  the  taste  of  a  stick. 

«<  War,”  was  the  word,  when  the  faction  came  in, 
And  to  pummice  us  well,  they  peeled  off  in  their 

skin  ; 

Like  a  Hercules  there  I  stood  for  the  attack, 

And  the  first  that  came  up,  I  sent  down  on  hi9 
back. 

Trier*  i  shoved  out  the  eye  of  Pat  Clancey, 

For  he  once  humbugged  sister  Isancy — 

In  the  meantime  poor  Kate  took  a  fancy 
To  mvself  and  the  bit  of  a  stick. 


l^Wijfcgred  her  /ttyarifteari  Until  he  was  black. 
Ska  tS^ppecSSffi^e  wahte-wa.  Wfere  off  In  a 

crack— 

We  went  ta  a  house  t’other  end  of  the  town. 

And  we  cheered  up  our  spirits,  ^by  letting  some 

WhaS^f  fot  her  anug  into  a  earner* 

Anil  th*  whibkey  beginning  to  wa»her, 

Sf  e  toW  me  b*r  sweetheart  was.  aipaformer, 
ah,  iri as  then  I  prayertlfo^inj'  stick 

We  got  whiskificated  to  such  a  degree, 

Fa*  support  my  pooi^fatofead  to  lean  against  me 
r  promised  to  see  her  safe  to  her  abode, 

Efejr  the  tarnal  we  fell  dean  in  the  mud,  on  the  road 
We  were  routed  by  the  magistrate’s  order. 
Before :*re  could  get'e  t^e  farther— 
Surrounded  by  pedfers  fbr  murther, 

W as  myself  and  my  innocent  stick. 

When  the  trial  came  on,  Katty  swore  to  the  fact, 
That  before  I  set  too,  I  was  decently  whacked. 
And  the  judge  had  a  little  more  feeling  than  sense. 
He-  said  what  I  done  was  u*  my  own  defence. 

But  one  chap  swore  against  me,  named  Carey, 
Though  that  night  he  was  in  Tipperary — 

He’d  swear  a  coal  porter  was  a  canary, 

To  transport  myself  and  my  stick. 

When  I  was  acquitted,  I  leaped  from  the  dock. 
And  the  gay  fellows  around  me  did  flock, 

I*d  a  pain  in  my  shoulder,  I  shook  hands  so  often. 
For  the  boyg  all  imagined  I’d  see  my  own  coffin. 

I  went  and  bought  a  gold  ring-,  sirs, 

And  Kate  to  the  priest  I  did  bring,  sire, 

Bo  next  night  you  come,  I  will  sing,  fflxs. 

The  adventures  of  me  and  my  stick. 


THE  BOY  IN  BLUE. 

Cheer  up,  cheer  up,  my  mother  dear. 

Oh  !  w  hy  do  you  sit  and  weep  F 
Do  you  think  that  Hb  who  guards  me  here. 
Forsakes  me  on  the  deep  P 
Let  hope  and  faith  illume  the  glance. 

That  sees  the  bark  set  sail. 

Look,  look  at  her  now  and  see  her  dance, 
Oh,  why  do  you  turn  so  pale  F 
’Tis  an  English  ship  and  an  English  crew. 
So  mother  be  proud  of  your  boy  in  blue. 

Oh,  wonder  not  that  next  to  thee, 

I  love  the  galloping  wave, 

*Tis  the  first  of  coursers  wild  and  free. 

And  only  carries  the  brave ; 

It  has  horn  me  nigh  to  the  dark  lee  shore* 
But  we  struggled  heart  and  hand, 

And  a  fight  with  the  sea  in  its  angry  roar, 
Shames  all  your  strife  on  land. 

The  storm  was  long,  but  it  found  me  true^ 
So  mother  be  proud  of  your  boy  in 

i 

And  if  the  breakers  kill  our  ship. 

And  your  boy  goes  down  in  the  foam. 

Be  sure  the  last  breath  on  his  lip. 

Is  a  prayer  for  those  at  home. 

But  come,  cheer  up,  methinks  I  beard, 

A  voice  in  the  anchor  chain 
That  w  hispered  like  a  fairy  bird, 

“  The  bark  w  ill  come  back  again.** 

God  bless  you,  mother  j  adieu  I  adieu  ! 

But  never  weep  for  your  boy  in  blue. 


<?-7p 


^aw •  Aj*P  EAVOttRiLTIS  soyas. 

REoTw^nrEf  AND  bu>e.  |Th^o£?*°V 


LTQ«  y* - -  ~  . 

The  world  offers  homage  to  thee, 

.  J  _  —  ^  OODflTYiniP- 


Jl  HU  »»V**i*  - - - -  ^ 

Ajfc  thy  manciple*  jo^roes 
When  Iiberty^  fbn^  eUnd3, 
Ttartapnew  mafwtjRTO^iyg 
Wh*n  born  by  the  «%  wh»t 


ubie* 
iSu  v*ew# 


th^  ^etd,  whit^  aijA  h 

Thre^^^  fcpfiind  to  tfjlrt#. 
The  ark  of  Freedom  a  foundawg* 
Britannia*  rod©  safe  thronfeme  storii 

With  her  garland  of  Victory  round  her. 
So  bravely  she  boreup  her  crew. 


he  storm; 


hnd  her  flag  floated  proudly  before  her. 

The  boast  oitka  red,  whi te  ahd  Hep* 

The  wine  cup,  the  win©  cup,  bring  hither. 

And  fill  it  up  true  to  the  brim, 

Hay  the  wreath  Nelson  won  new  wither, 
Nor  the  star  of.  his,  glory  grow  dim. 

May  the  service  united  ne’er  sever. 

But  still  to  her  colours  prove  true. 

The  Army  and  Naiy  for  ever . 

Three  cheers  for  the  red,  white,  and  bine* 

THE  STANDARD  BEARER. 

Upon  the  tented  field,  a  minstrel  knight,  b 
Beside  his  standard^  lonely  *#  keeping. 


floated  proudly  before  her, 
Sha  red*  white  add  Wee* 


sleeping 


u  The  lady  of  my  love  I  will  not  name* 

Aitho  I  wear  her  colours  aa  a  token. 

But  I  will  fight  for  liberty  and  fame* 

Beneath  the  flag  where  first  our  vows  were 
spoken.*’  ,  <  . .  »  • 

The  night  is  past,, th<}. conflict  comes  mth_dawp, 

Tha  minstrehknight  is  seen  each,  foe  defying ; 

While  death  and  carnage  onward  ptui  are  borne. 

Sis  song  is  heard  'mid  thousands  round  him 

«  T^fady  of  my  *oyo  I  wifi  not  name, 

Aitho'  I  wear  her  odours'  as  a  token. 

But  I  will  fight  for  liberty  and  fame,  ( 

Beneath  the  flag  where  first  cur  vows  were 
spoken. 

Stern  Death,  now  sated,  quits  the  gory  plain  ; 

The  life-blood  from  the  warrior  bard  is  streaming, 

3till  on  bis  flag  he  rests  his  head  with  pain. 

And  faintly  sings,  his  eye  with  fervour  beaming 
“  The  lady  of  my  love  I  will  not  name, 

I  still  preserve  her  colours  ae  a  token; 

I  fought  and  fell,  for  liberty  and  fame. 

And  never  has  my  knightly  vow  been  broken. 

THE  HAPPY  DAYS  OF  YORE. 

My  heart  is  gladly  beating,  as  I  tread  the  Beene 
Where  boyhood  gaily  revell'd,  in  the  happy  days 
And°I  greet*  the  zephyr's  melody,  that  round  me 

gw  eely  plays,  ,,  \ 

for  its  tune  is  still  as  joyous,  as  tt  was  in  childhood  9  * 

days.  > 


The  fragrant  breath  of  summer,  would  fan  tt* 

boyish  hfro^V  £ * G 1 

That  once  so  fair,  by  cruel  care?is  sadly  alter’d  n^fj 
For  the  glossy  raven  tresses  m  which  that  te*W 

Havefoded8'neath  the  hand  of  time  mfcc  a  snowy 
crest.  ^  ^  r.  : ,  .. 

The  green  and  waving  mcariOfRj  tbt  M.ot  ficsgf  eut 

The1  fibers  fiur  afl  seernto  wee*  the  drew  el 

olden  time ;  __  ,  V ; _ 

The  wavelets  on  the  river*  still  seen  th*f 
track,  a 

Apd  vanish  like  the  golden  hopes,  tea#  sefw 
comeback. 


MINNIE  MOORE. 

In  last  night’s  dream  I  saw  again 
Sweet  faces  I  adore, 

’Hid  others,  was  an  old  sohoolmate— 
Dear,  gentle  Minnie  Moore. 

And  glided  o’er  my  dreaming  mind 
Not  only  those  I  know. 

But  mem’rics.of  so  many  scenes. 

All  linked  with  Minnie  too  :  ’ 

A  thousand  thoughts  of  childhood's  days. 
Of  innocence  and  glee 
For  I  was  all  the  world  to  her. 

And  she  the  world  to  me. 

How  oft,  when  on  our  way  to  school. 
We'd  stray  beside  the  brooks. 

And  gathering  wild  flowers  by  their  *•» 
We'd  quite  forgot  our  books. 

And  trifle  half  the  day  away. 

In  some  old  mossy  dell ; 

And,  going  home  at  night,  F d  coax 
Dear  Minnie  not  te  tell. 

Such  mem’ries  are  by  far  more  dear 
Than  wealth  of  classic  lore, 

Unfolding  thoughts  of  sunny  hours. 

Of  voutb  and  Minnie  Meeare. 


OH!  HAD  1  BUT  ALADDIN'S  LAMP, 

Oh !  had  I  but  Aladdin’s  lamp, 

Ifonly  for  baav,  '  ,  .  , 

I'd  try  and  find  a  link  to  bind 
The  joys  that  pass  away. 

I'd  try  to  bring  an  angel’s  wing 
Upon  this  earth  again, 

And  build  true  worth  a  home  on  eartfc 
f  A  home  beloved  by  men.  _ 

It  should  be  May,  and  always  May  5 
ttp  ra  wreath  the  world  with  flowers, 

I’d  robe  the  barren  wilderness, 

And  bring  life  h*P?y 

•  ’  'H  ,  •  '  :  .  ■ 

I'd  soothe  the  lorn  and  desolate; 

Increase  the  widows  store* 

And  industry  should  wear  a  smile 
It  never  wore  before. 

Where’er  there  dwelt  unhappiness, 

I’d  use  my  magic  sway, 

.  And  none  should  be  in  poverty; 

1  Or  dread  the  ooming  day. 

l  ft  should  be  Mpfft  0* 


/ 


NEW  AND  FAVOUitiTE  SONGS. 


•TWAS  ON  A  SUNDAY  MORNING 

Twm  on  a  Sunday  morning,  before  the  bells  did 
peal, 

A  letter  oame  thro*  my  window  with  Cupid  on  its 
seal. 

And  soon  I  beard  a  whisper,  as  soft  as  music  sing, 

‘TPwas  on  a  Sunday  mooring  before  the  bells  did  ring. 

TUN  morn  had  been  but  cloudy,  my  heart  had  felt 
its  gloom. 

Bat  soon  a  sudden  sunlight  filled  all  my  little  room, 

I  kissed  the  letter,  guarded  with  ribbons,  flowers, 
and  string, 

’Twas  on  a  Sunday  morning,  before  the  bells  did  ring 

Good  was  he,  and  handsomer  than  any  in  the  land9 

He  vowed  to  me  his  true  heart,  his  faithful  heart 
and  hand,  i 

I  hurried  thro*  the  garden,  and  back  the  gate  did  ! 
swing, 

’Twas  on  a  Sunday  morning,  before  the  bells  did  ring 

’)! y  foot  the  field  had  turned,  and  on  its]  path  did 
rest. 

When  in  his  arms  he  caught  me,  and  pressed  me 
to  his  breast, 

A  smile  was  on  Ins  fondiip,  sweet  smiles  that  love 
can  bring, 

•Twas  on  a  Sunday  morning,  before  the  bells  did  ring 


MINNIE; 

When  the  sun  is  high  in  the  bright  blue  sky. 

And  the  soft  winds  sigh  through  the  grove, 

'Mid  the  fragrance  of  flow’rs  and  the  green  spread¬ 
ing  bowers, 

A  sweet  voice  oft  invites  me  to  rove. 

<c  Oh,  Minnie !  dear  Minnie !  come  o’er  the  lea, 
For  the  sun’s  beaming  high  in  the  cloudless  sky. 
And  a  true  heart  is  waiting  for  thee, 

A  true  heart  is  waiting  for  thee.”  xX 

In  the  silent  night,  when  the  moon  shines  bright, 
And  the  pale  stars  faintly  peep, 

At  my  window  I  hear  the  same  voice  sweet  ana 
clear. 

Calling  softly  while  mother’s  asleep, 

**  Ob,  Minnie !  dear  Minnie !  come  o’er  the  lea 
Then  without  a  reply,  like  a  bird,  soon  I  fly, 

To  the  heart  that  is  waiting  for  me. 

The  heart  that  is  waiting  for  me. 


The  nriUMas  gone  to  decay,  Ben  Bolt, 

And  a  quiet  now  reigns  all  around, 

See,  the  old  rustic  porch  with  its  roees  so  tweet. 
Lies  Scatter’d  aha  fallen  to  the  ground. 

See  the  old  rustic  porch,  Be, 

Oh !  don't  you  remember  the  school,  Ben  Bolt, 
And  the  master  so  kind  and  so  true. 

And  the  little  nook  by  the  dear  running  brook. 

We  gather'd  the  flow*rs  as  they  gx#w. 

O’er  the  master’s  grave  nows  the  grass,  Ben  Bolt, 
And  the  running  little  brook  is  now  day. 

And  of  all  the  friends  who  were  schoolmates  then. 
There  remains,  Ben,  but  you  and  I. 

And  of  all  the  friends,  he. 


THE  COTTAGE  AND  MILL. 

Have  yon  seen  the  new  cottage;*  just  built  by  the 
squire  ? 

And  is  it  not  all  a  fond  heart  oan  desire  ? 

With  its  pretty  white  gate,  whieh  half  open  doth 
stand. 

And  the  clustering  rosea  seem  courting  your  hand, 
It  its  garden  so  trim,  that  you  cannot  out  stay 
To  gether  the  freshnesa,  and  bear  them  away. 

Yes  !  often  I  stroll  to  the  church  on  the  hill. 
Where  I  viewed  the  old  cottage,  and  old  water  milk 

Yes !  there  it  was,  once,  stood  the  old  water  mill. 
And  through  the  green*  meadows  there  rippled  tht 
rill, 

And  welcome  were  we  in  the  good  miller’s  time. 
When  the  mill  and  its  master  were  both  in  theif 
prime. 

And  oft  as  we  joined  in  the  gay  rustic  throng. 
Have  we  chorussed  the  laugh,  as  we  ehorussed  the 
song. 

But  now,  as  I  stroll  to  the  church  on  the  hill, 

I  view  but  the  ruins  of  cottage  and  mill. 

Our  friend  has  departed,  the  mill  has  decayed. 

And  Time,  I  confess,  has  some  sad  changes  made- 
Br*  vime,  as  we  know,  like  the  mill  goeth  round. 
New  faces  smile  kindly,  with  hearts  full  and  sound. 
Yet  fancy  still  echoes  the  merry  click-clack, 

A  I  ramblo,  in  thought,  to  the  church  bn  the  hill  , 
Where  I  viewed  the  old  cottage,  and  old  water-znui 


BEN  BOLT. 

(Mil  aon’t  you  remember  sweet  Alioe,  Ben  Bolt, 
Sweet  Alie^  with  hair  hazel  brown, 

5he  wept  with  Oeiight  when  you  gave  her  a  smile. 
And  trembled  with  fear  at  your  frown, 
the  old  churchyard  in  the  valley,  Ben  Bolt, 

In  a  corner,  obsoare  and  alone, 

5bey  havo  fitted  a  slab  of  granite  so  grey, 

And  sweet  Alice  Ues  nnder  the  stone. 

They  have  fitted  a  slab  of  granite  so  grey. 

And  sweet  Alice  lies  under  the  stone.  <  L 

Oh !  don’t  you  remember  the  wood,  Ben  Bolt, 
JNoar  the  green  sunny  slope  of  the  hill ; 

.Where  oft  we  have  sung  ’neath  its  wide  spreading 

shade, 

^ad  kept  tune  to  the  dick  of  the  mill. 


CHARLIE. 

Oh !  my  heart  is  gay  as  a  summer  dav. 

When  Charlie’s  by  my  side ; 

In  the  coming  spring  the  bells  will  ring. 

For  I  shall  be  his  bride ! 

Ah!  yes,  his  bride  soon  I  shall  be; 

He,  who  is  all ,  all  the  world  to  me  1 

Oh !  were  Charlie  king,  or  the  bravest  knigb 

.  That  ever  banner  bore, 

1  should  not  feel  more  proud  than  new* 

Hor  love  him,  love  him  more ; 

Were  Charlie  king  or  the  bravest  knight, 

I  could  not  love  him  more. 

Oh  1  his  step  is  light,  and  his  eye  is  fcrighS* 

As  mornings  radiant  beam  ! 

Of  him  I  think  the  five-long  day. 

Of  him  at  night  I  dream  1 
Ah !  yes  his  bride  soon  £  shall  be  • 

He  vjio  is  all,  all  the  world  to  me. 

Oh,  were  Charlie  king,  { 


i**M*'*r>*«*-r«g| 


NEW  &  FAVOURITE  SONGS 


HOOP  DE  DOODEN  DOO. 

Sung  by  Mr.  Adams.  Modern  version  by  T. 
Ramsay. 

This  is  the  very  age  of  song. 

Some  say  its  right,  some  say  its  wrong. 

But  I  think  it  rather  smells  too  strong . 

Of  hoop  de  dooden  doo. 
They  sing  about  all  sorts  of  things. 

Of  lady’s  crinolines  and  rings, 

But  the  only  thing  that  money  brings 

Is  hoop  de  dooden  doo. 

The  cabinet  ministers  made  a  splash. 

And  with  French  polish  cut  a  dash, 

Which  caused  Palmerston  to  go  to  smash. 

Their  hoop  de  dooden  doo. 

And  now  it  is  the  Derby  day, 

I  think  I've  heard  some  betters  say. 

That  any  odds  they’ll*  take  away. 

On  hoop  de  dooden  doo. 

We  find  out  by  the  evening  star. 

Prince  Alfred’s  going  to  be  a  tar, 

On  board  the  EuraUis  ship  of  war, 

Bound  to  hoop  de  dooden  doo. 

If  you  ask  me  why  he  quits  these  shores. 

Its  to  reduce  the  Royal  store, 

Besides  it  will  make  room  fpr;  more. 

Young  hoop  de  dooden  doos. 

The  Spouting  Spurgeon  is  perplexed. 

And  he  don’t  know  what  to  preach  next9 
And  he’s  going  to  choos*  for  his  text. 

Hoop  de  dooden  doo. 

He  spouts  against  both  play  and  song. 

Don’t  he  pitch  his  gammon. strong, 

For  a  parson  I  think  it  very  wrong 

To  hoop  .de>  doodea  doo 

A  BUMPER. 

A  bumper  of  good  liquor 
Will  end  a  contest  quicker. 

Than  Justice,  Judge,  or  Vicar; 

So  fill  each  cheerful  glass. 

ENCORE  VERSES  TO  HOOP  DE 
DOODEN  DOO. 

By  T.  Ramsay.  Sdng  by  Mr.  W.  J.  Adams. 
The  encore  to  this  motley  song,  * 

Which  is  neither  short  nor  long. 

And  made  up  for  the  motley  throng, 

Y.  .  .  Of  hoop  de  dooden  do. 

Its  made  of  words  set  down  with  care,  * 

And  I  think  it  is  but  fair. 

To  let  you  know  the  encore  airv> 

Is  hoop  de  dooden  do. 

pie  early  closing  movement's  made, 

A  movement  in  shopkeeping  trade. 

But  this  move  is,  so  *tis  said 

All  hoop  die  dooden  do. 

They  could  at  early  hour  sup, 

And  have  time  for  an  extra  cup 
These  fast  young  men  want  shutting  up. 

Hoop  de  dooden  do 


At  Canton  with  Commissioner  Yeh, 

The  French  and  English  did  take  tea. 

But  now  he’s  sent  fedtoss  the  sea 

To  hoop  de  dooden  da 
With  the  canister  from  Cawnon.street, 

We  did  this  Quanky  Tougo  treat. 

Our  gunpowder  did  his  Congo  beat— 

' At  boop  de  dooden  do. 

Lord  Palmerston  is  dead  ho  doubt. 

The  Derby  Club  will  lug  him  out, 

Aud  he  with  his  la£t  breath  will  shout 

Hoop  de  dooden  do. 
Bnt  he  has  been  laid  out  before. 

Suppose  he  comes  to  life  once  more, 

And  at  the  Derby  party  war. 

Hoop  de  dooden  do. 

The  passport  in  Freneh  market  call. 

Is  a  trade  that  will  not  pass  at  all. 

And  that  it  is  a  duffing  stall  ^  . 

At  hoop  de  dooden  do. 
They  say  its  what  rogues  make  a  trade  of. 
What  every  honest  man’s  afraid  of. 

When  some  folks  say  the  passport’s  made  of 
Hoop  de  dooden  do. 

When  will  the  Queen  a  soldier  bo, 

Excuse  me  if  I  make  too  free, 

I  can  very  plainly  see, 

Hoop  de  dooden  do. 
The  Princess  Royal  never  fear. 

With  a  royal  babe  will  soon  appear, 

Then  the  Queen  will  be  a  granny  dear, 

Hoop  de  dooden  do. 

WHAT  YOU  SHOULtVNT  DO. 

A  New  Comic  Song.  J.  A.  Hardwick. 
Air.— Hoop  De  Dooden  Doo. 

There's  many  things  my  npble  swells. 

To  let  alone  it’s  quite  as  well. 

So  now  to  yqu  I’m  going  to  tell— 

What  you  should’nt  do. 
You  should’nt  hold  your  heads  too  high, 

If  you’re  togged  up  in  finery. 

And  passing  old  acquantence  by — 

Is  what  you  should’nt  do. 

Trying  upon  your  head  to  walk, 

Drink  castor  oil  with  pickled  pork, 

Or  eat  soup  with  a(tbree^pvonged  fork— 

Is  what  you  should'ntdo. 
Leading  virtuous  maids  astray^ 

And  then  being  mean  enough  to  say. 

The  paltry  half  crowns  you  wont  pay— 

That's  what  you  should’nt  do. 

Getting  toggery  on  the  “light,” 

Going  out  on  the  loose  at  night, 

And  trying  ihe  police  to  fight, 

Is  what  you  shouldn’t  do  • 

Bilking  landlords  of  their  rent. 

And  when  youir  ready  cash  is  spent. 

Whining  how  you  do  repent* 

Is  what  you  shouldn’t  4e. 

Asking  ladies  for  their  age, 

Wearing  beards  'cause*  its  the  rage, 

And  ainateuring  on  the  stage. 

Is  whet  you  shouldn't  do. 
Displaying  for  a  threepenny  ride, 


NEW  AUD  MVOUtl’te'  SONOS 


Tourwlf  a  dinlwj't^aclj^S^e. 

A„d  tart*  lE  ;^fe",oT.ko«id»n  Mi 

When  you’re  invited  ©lit  to  dine, 

Taking  pickles  with  port  wine, 

And  sitting  in  yourfonir  slid  nine,  ^ 

■'  v-  ie  what  you  shouldn  t  do. 
Going  to  play  at  skittles,  where  ,  • 

A  quiet  game,  upon  the  square. 

You  thinkio  do,  do  not— beware—  „  *  ,  .a 

Its  what  you  shouldn’t  ad. 

Accosting  girls  who  walk  at  ease,  •  J  ; 

With  market  baskets  And  door  keys,  '  T 

And  standing  to  them  What  they  pWate,  ^ 

Is  what  you  shouldn't  do. 
When  you’re  penniless  and  blue. 

And  have’ii t  got  a  single  Rcpew, 

Throwing  yourself  off  Waterloo*  ,y  *. 

^  That’s  what  you  shoiild’nt  ad. 

Getting  licked  right ’Off  ybur  perdhi 

Shuffling  packs  Of  c#rds  ih  church. 

And  leaviug  ladies  in  tile?  lurch,  •  *  --  ’• 

Is  what  you  should’ntdo. 
Believing  all  that  people  say,  i  i  l  Tf 

And  up  to  each  move  of  ,  the  day. ,  ... 

fancying  you  are  au  fait —  .  . 

Its  what  you  should/ nt  do. 

Mounting  the  wrong  Side  df  ahoss* 

Blind  drunki  pitching  Up  your  goes. 

And  swearing  you  ckn  ting  HkO  Ross, 

V  Ts  what  you  should*nt  do. 
Going  to  the  cellars,  to  Baron  Nick 
And  thinking^pt therejou oan- pick,  r 

Spurgeon  drinkipg  like  ahrick,  *;  ' 

«'  Is  what  yOu  should’nt  do. 

Living  reckless, gay,  and  fast. 

And  fancying, AS  have  hhhdreds  past,  ,  ; 

That  game  for  ever  it  cad  last. 

That  you  shoutd'nt  do. 
Well  encore  if  you  please  away,  . 

I’ve  given  now  tny  little  say. 

But  if  you  goose  I  mean  to  sly, 

Its  what  you  shohld’nt  do, 

THE  REAL  HOOP,  DE  DOO¬ 
DEN  DOO. 

NewfSfctm-Pdliticttl  Comic  Song.  J.  A.  Hard 
wick.  Sung  by  Messrg.-W.  J.  Adams, 

C.  J.  Wilkins,  &c*  &c* 

In  this  fast  mjtt*ic  maqia  age,  ' 

Things  spring  up  on  and  off  the  stage, 

And  now  the  popular  air’s  the  rage,  ,  ;l 

9f,hpop  de  dooden  doo. 

So  now  a  bit  I’m  gdin£  to  chime, 

\  About  some  things,  this  presehitinie, 

And  men  and  manners  to  the  rhyme,  ,  ... 

;•»  Of  hoop  de  dooden  do?*, 

If  Lord  Pam  hadn’t  bebn  so  fast.  nr  y 
He’d  (left;  have  got  turned  up  at  last, 

But  now  that  joker’s  fame  has  past— 

All  hoop  de  rioodeti  doo. 

But  what  we’ve  gained  Is  very  queer,  i 

Protection  no  more  wont  do  berty 
And  all  the  Derby  l  ot  this  year— 

Is  hoop  de  dooden  doo,: 


We  must  heti^ni  or  fliisseltyct.  ' 

Are  hoop  dfe  dooden  dorh 
They  may  just  have  a  little  flitag, 

In  office  but  to  taste  the  thing, 

llut  their  stay  may  be  White  we  can  sing*- 
>  nni'-t  Hoop  do' dooden  doo. 

iti.i  •  a  1 

The  “social  evil’*  papers  prate,  ^ 

Has  now  arrived  at  such  a  state. 

Our  streets  are  thronged  at  hours  late— 

With  hoop  de  dooden  doo. 
And  so  much  we  walk inf  virtues  Way, 

So  many  Spurgeons  preaiehr  and  pray. 

That  its  wfeked,  so  We  must  away 

with  hoop  de  dooden  doo. 

•  *  .'/.'.i;  *•  i  u  !if  .  ;  • 

Tis  said  they’ve'got*a  stunning  plan. 

To  mend  the  morals  dT'Cafeh  man. 

They’re  gbihgTo  freight  the  LlWathan 

With  hoop  de  dooden  doo. 
Par  off  to  some  Aust^aiiSnr Shore, 

All  naughty  women  mnst  be  bore. 

And  now  we  are.to  have  nto  indte 

r  Hoop  de  dboden  doo. 

^  •  'V-  •  ■  jn.i *«.  a  ’  • 

The  snappy  nappy  man  W  Prance, 

Imagined  he’d  a  tidy  chance. 

Of  maki^tynihny  advadee. 

But  hoop  de  dooden  doo. 
Them  gagging’  games  fdr  BirtVWbrit  do,; 

With  fingers  tb5o‘qt WOSes  true. 

We  answered  cocka-dobdie-doo— 

;  With  hoop  de  dooden  doo. 

A  '•  »•  •  '  '  ta 

The  way  they  gairrfndfi  flats  away. 

Is  a  cautiop,  as  thA  Yhrikeefe  Say,  ,J 
To  fight  abroid  for  scanty  p4y>, 

!  And  hAOf  -de  dooden  doo. 

Rewarding  merit  is  all  bosh. 

They  get  no  re  ward  and,  littlS  posh, 

In  fact  the  system  it  wont  wash. 

Its  hoop  de  dooden  doo.  ' 

As  female  fashion  rules  the  day,  r 
From  rag  fair  to  the  palace  gay. 

The  ladies  sport  a  wast  display 
>  Of  hoop  dwdooden  doos 

!  Itsnh^teimposfibieiqsay, 

If  tney  are  in  a  tickler  wayfj  f .  .  )t 
Or  whether  its  a  mete  array-^- 

..  x.  r  7r  Qf  hoop  4p  dooden  doo. 

The  India  Rubber  company. ‘  r<  -? 

May  turn  shoeblackIrth<eyil  rievef  SfeS, 

Their  reign  agaiwiW'bllTlB—  J  ^ 

ui’  With  bbop  de-  dooden  doo. 
And  them  llouA  ifOildb)  rebel  chaps,  \ 

To  lick,  we  want  more  Campbell  d haps,  *{  J 
Not  horse  guard  muffs  it*  Sittokirigf caps, 

•:v  «  -l:  hAft  hoop  de  dooden  doo. 

1  These  precious  dkysrbf‘¥rahds  and  shams, 
there’s  no  believing  telegraiJrjs* 

They  tell  such  diplomatic  ffainai- 

c  '  '  “  All  hbbp  de  dooden  doo. 
One  day  we’ve  won  a  vidtory. 

And  lost  but  soldiers  two  or  three, 

The  next  onfiSt  iffrns  out  to  be  J ” 
*  All  hoop  de  dooden  doo. 


U _ 


SBW' AISDSiTi.yoDKITE  SOSOS, 


IIP  .WITH  THE  STANDARD 
ENGLAND.  '•« 

flark,  where  the  lion  is  roanne, 

AK1St  1ttle«rowi  oflhebdar* 

AJbore  tbie  ffreid  *«gie  {<<  SOftrinff  * 

AST®  .wa^.  Wfh  ia  the  air; 

^ 'Pkit5e<i  with  ^P^1^06  is  neighing, 
The^agofrudewarismrfurieT  ■ 

The  trumpet  its  wild  note  is  braviig. 

And  tnreatens  the  peace  ©f  the  woild.  • 

Then  up  with  the  standard  of  England, 
Our  watchword  alone  be  “Advanced 
Up,  up  with  the  standard  of  England; 


THE  QUEEN  AND  .THE  NAVY 

CAD  .  CUED 


j  ,  'FOR  CVEItwUc  «<jy 

|  BBCI*i*ITS.  }e  . 

Fair^  the  lily,  sweet  the  blushing  rose, 
ni  *ha*  seems  fairer,  this  more  brightly  c\c\ 
Blend  with  the  laurel  whose  immortal 
Is  fitting  type  for  our  own  island  Queer:, 
oweetas  the  blushing  rose— as  lily  fair 
Mtetwmes  the  laurel  round  her  auburn  haw 
And  atims  at  conquests-fearing  not  to  lose 
love  she  smilingly  subdues ; 

W  th  natural  graces,  all  her  charms  and  arts. 


ThaSlAM  the  pride  of  our  Queer 

liie  shield  of  our  IrSedom  and  glory 

Bw£™T  df  ';oder-the  mean— 

Whose  deeds  are  recorded  ip  story. 

on  *5®  °cean  has  won  ev’ry  prize, 

Thpn  flif  C°t^  ^er  e’er  dissever : 

X51,1  W  A  I>umper-Bricannia  arise- 
Here  s  the  Queen  and  the  Navy  for  ever  I 

I  ^And  «Dd  terror  on  earth1 

!  med  hear*  commotion, 

birth  Camase  “d  8poa  was  4116  1“Qd  of  «W- 

Through  the  brave  British  tars  on  the  ocean 

X  T^e  evpr°^heir  iglOI7i !  may  from  their  brow 
iRnf  ft  ?v,er^®®n  laurel  ne  er ,  sever  • 

”  Th«  Qni6  the  tJ°?ut^hen  **^’8  carouse, 

I  he  Queen  and  the  Navy  ftr  ever  t 


you  remember  the  old  Soldier’s  daug] 
*Pfn§  «me  wa3  shf, 
nad  sought  her, 

*  inalaen  ma}’  be. 

with  tjUoe  Jet  mot 
[d,  ahome  *tis  to  m* 
never  will  marry. 


‘Bear  fathers  she  criedV 

Though  lo^dy  0ur  cottas 
*  ciu*’  i  k^tias^  tfcift  I  never  "will  marry. 

Oh .  let  me  live  hap^y;  dear  father,  with  thee.** 

tw»  *h*»«r  of  the  old  Soldier’s  daughter 
^wa^V*™*  b°  WW'ed'b*r’  tho»gb  bumble 
at  bis  bosom  he  caught  her 

■^^sasistessfagt 


NEW  AND  FAVOUBITE  SONGS 


FAR,  FAR  UPON  THE  SEA. 


AFLOMV  ON  THE  OCEAN. 

Aim  an  tho  oeoaa  my  days  gaily  l;i 
Bo  monarch  on  earth  is  note  nappy  than  I ; 
Like  a  bright,  brilliant  star,  my  trim  bark  seez 
me. 

As  sparkling  in  glory,  she  skims  o'er  the  sea. 
j|he  wave  is  my  kingdom,  all  bend  to  my  will, 
jn^  Fate  seems  axzzbitions  my  hopes  to  fuliil. 


Far,  far  upon  the  sea, 
a  The  good  ship  speeding  free,  ■ 
Upon  the  deck  we  gather,  young  and  old  ; 


And  view  the  fiappii 
Swelling  oat  before 


Fall  and  ronnd  without  a  wrinkle  or  a  fold* 
Or  watch  the  waves  that  glide. 

By  the  vessel's  btately  side, 

.1  '  *ij _ j.1.  _ - 


'ra  la  la  la  la,  &c. 

(he  sea  was  my  birth  place,  the  morn  was  all  bright. 
When  from  a  proud  galley  I  first  saw  the  light; 
The  land  I  first  trod  was  the  home  of  the  vine. 
Hence,  born  on  the  sea,  I  doat  on  good  wine; 
While  X  sail  o'er  the  one,  if  the  other  be  there, 

▲  fig  for  Dame  Fortune,  I'll  laugh  away  oare* 


Or  the  wild  sea  birds  that  follow  thro’  the  air* 
Or  gather  in  a  ring. 

Ana  with  cheerful  voices  sing. 


Oh !  gaily  goes  the  ship  when  the  wind  blows  tail 

Far,  far  upon  the  sea. 

With  the  sunshine  on  opr  lea. 

We  talk  of  pleasant  days  when  we  were  young. 
And  remember  though  we  roam. 

The  sweet  melodies  of  home. 

The  happy  songs  of  childhood  which  we  sung* 

Ana  though  we  quit  her  shore. 

To  return  to  it  no  more, 

Sound  the  glories  that  Britannia  yet  shall  hear,; 
That  “  Britons  rule  the  waves. 

And  never  shall  be  slaves,” 

Oh  l  gaily  goes  the  ship  when  the  wind  blows  fa»* 

Far,  far  upon  the  sea, 

Whate'er  our  country  be, 

The  thought  of  it  shall  clear  us  as  we  go* 

And  Scotland's  sons  shall  join, 

*  In  the  days  of  auld  lagne  syne. 

With  voice  by  memory  softened  clear  and  low* 
And  the  men  of  Erin's  Isle, 

Battling  sorrow  with  a  smile. 

Shall  sing  *  St.Patrick’s  morning’  void  of  care. 
And  thus  we  pass  the  day. 

As  we  journey  on  our  way. 

Oh !  gaily  goes  the  ship  when  the  wind  blows  faiiv 


PARTANT  POUR  LA  8YRIE. 

It  was  Dunois,  the  young  and  brave. 

Was  bound  for  Palestine, 

But  first. he  made  his  orisons. 

Before  St.  Mary's  shrine. 

M  And  grant,  immortal  queen  of  hefty  n. 
Was  still  the  soldier’s  pray*r, 

« That  I  may  prove  the  bravest  knight, 
And  love  the  fairest  fair.” 

His  oath  of  honour  on  the  shrine, 

He  grav'd  it  with  his  sword. 

And  follow'd  to  the  Holy  land. 

The  banner  of  his  lord. 

Where  faithful  to  his  noble  vow. 

His  war-cry  filled  the  air, 

-  Be  honour'd,  aye,  the  bravest  knight, 
Belov’d  the  fairest  fair.” 

They  ow'd  the  conquest  to  ois  arm. 

And  then  his  liege  lord  said, 

"  The  heart  that  has  for  honour  beat 
By  love  must  be  repaid. 

My  daughter,  Isabel,  and  thou, 
shall  be  a  wedded  pair. 

For  thou,  art  bravest  of  tbe  brave, 

She,  fairest  of  the  lair.” 

And  then  they  bound  the  holy  knot. 
Before  8t.  Mary's  shrine. 

That  makes  a  paradise  on  earth, 

If  hearts  and  hands  combine. 

And  every  lord  and  lady  bright. 

That  were  in  chapel  there. 

Cried  “  honoured  be  the  bravest  knight, 
Beloved  the  fairest  fair.” 


LITTLE  NELL. 

They  told  him,  gently,  she  waa  dead, 

And  spoke  ofneaven  and  smiled; 

Then  drew  him  from  the  lonely  room 
Where  lay  the’  lovely  child. 

'TwaB  all  in  vain,  he  heeded  not 
Their  pitying  looks  of  sorrow. 

"  Hush !  hush !”  he  cried,  **  she  only  sleet** 
She’ll  wake  again  to-morrow  1” 

They  laid  her  in  a  lowly  grave. 

Where  winds  blew  high  and  Weak, 

Tho*  the  faintest  summer  breeze  had  been 
Too  rough  to  fan  her  cheek. 

And  there  the  poor  old  man  would  watolu 
In  strange,  tho'  childish  sorrow. 

And  whisper  to  himself  the  words, 

«  She'll  come  again  to-morrow  1* 

One  day  they  miss’d  him  long,  and  socght 
Where  most  he  lov’d  to  stray : 

They  found  him  dead  upon  the  turf 
Where  little  Belly  lay. 

With  tottering  steps  he’d  wander’d  these 
Fresh  hope  and  strength  to  borrow. 

And  e’en  in  dying  breath’d  this  prayer, 

«  Oh,  let  her  come  to-morrow?’ 

The  old  man,  dying,  breath’d  the  puyet 

<«  Ok  lot.  kor  AAm«  tiumAVMW. 


\ 
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Get  up  a  scheme,  no  metier  whet* 

Till  lots  of  iready  cash  yqu'ye  got, 

Then  let  shareholders  go  to  pot— 

Like  hopp  de  Ate. 

To  gull  each  British  tax-paying  flat. 

Lords  talk  about  Reform,  so  pat. 

But  we  shall  get  as  much  of  that— 

As  hoop  de  &c. 

But,  tho'  I  could  come  out  rather  strong. 

The  sublet  I  will  not  prolong. 

Or  you*il  say,  as  much  sense  has  my  song— 

As  hoop  de  dooden  doo. 

WILLIE  WE  HAVE  MISSED 
YOU. 

ti.  Willie  is  It  ydu.  dear,  safe,  safe  st  home? 
iey  did  not  tell  me  true  dear  they  said  you  would 

heard  you  at  the  gate  and  it  made  my  heart  re¬ 
ar  1°  line  w  that  welcome  footstep  and  ttatflear 
familiar  voice.  ,  , 

taking  music  on  my  ear  in  the  lonely  , 

n  vviilip  w f  have  missed  you— welcome  wel- 


(THE  BEST  VERSION  OUT). 

EVANS’S  HOOP  DE  "DOODEN 
DOO. 

Written  for,  and  sung  by  Mr.  Harry  Clifton,  at 
Evans’s  Grand  Hotel,  J.  A.  Hardwick 

Dem  nigger  fellows  comes  ’fore  you. 

And  chaunts  what  dey  call  hoop  de  dooden  doo 
But  not  a  bit  of  it  am  true— 

All  hoop  de  dooden  doo. 

List  to  dis  child  and  you  shall  hear. 

Some  tings  what’s  funny  some  what’s  queer. 
From  de  real  nigger  Shakemspeara— 

Hoop  de  dooden  flo. 

Now  some  people  hove  a  long  career, 

Of  fortune,  friend,  and  all  things  dear. 

While  othes  find  this  blessed  sphere 
All  hoop  de  &c 

Look  at  that  monster  golden  nugget 
Some  lusty  fellow  up  have  duget; 

Oh,would’nt  I  sing  if  I  could  smug  it 
Hood  de  &c. 

Mr.  Rarey’s  licking  in  the  tin, 

By  breaking  vicious  horses  in. 

Ten  guineas  to  teach  how— he  may  grin— 
Hoop  de,&c. 

But  the  secret  I  mean  to  tell  here, 

The  fact  am  this— tis  very  clear — 

He  just  whispers  in  the  horses  ear— 

Hoop  de,  &c. 

The  Bobby,  now  he  casts  his  eye 
On  some  much  nicer  luxury. 

And  fancies  common  rabbet  pie 

But  hoop  de  dooden  doo. 

A  fine  bit  of  the  streaky  sort, 

To  grub  the  honest  peeler  thought 
Ho  did’nt  save  his  bacon,  for  he  caught— 
HoOp  de  dooden  doo. 

These  organ-e yed  scamps,  all  the  day 
Up  everywhere  the  devil  play. 

And  wont  move  on— but  grin  away 

Hoop  de  dooden  doo. 

If  to  drive  the  fellow  off’s  your  plan, 

When  rouud  the  neighbourhood  you  have  ran 
Just  find  a  policeman  if  you  can — 

Hoop  de  dooden  doo. 

We  shout  Britannia  rules  the  waves 
And  Britons  never  will  be  slaves. 

But  famished  scores  fill  pauper  graves 
Hoopde  dooden  doo* 

We  might  as  well,  instead  of  fling. 

Our  tiles  up>  for  the  good  twill  bring, 

Cut  all  such  gammon  stuff  and  sing— 

Hoop  de  dooden  doo. 

When  husbands  now  leave  bed  and  board 
They  find  if  out  of  luck  and  floored, 

To  drop  down  on  their  spousy's  hoard 

‘  m: .  A n  A  nnHurt  dnn. 
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THE  PRINCESS  ROYALS 
WEDDING. 

A  New  Comic  Song,  Sung' by  Messrs  \V.  Julian, 
and^W,  J.  Adams.— J.  A..  Hardwick, 

Air >-**f>addy’8  Wedding.” 

John  Bull ,  draw<near  and  you  shall  hear 

About  tha  glari<\U6  doii^s  O,  ,  . 

With  Prussia*  prince  who  ^ ere  .long  .since. 

Ouj;  Princess  Royal  came  wooing.  0; 

He  meanf  to  wuiand  he’*  gpf  the  tin, 

From  out  of  sappy  Johnny  O  ; 

And  atj^st  the  pair  they  up  will  flare. 

Upon  our  British  motvey  O.  ft  !  1,  ij'f 

Chorus.— The  flags  ditf  fefoir  the  bells  did  go. 

No  one  a. tear  was  sheading.  O,  . 

And  all  was  gay  thtff'hapby  day,  ' 

Of  the  Princess  ItoV^s  wedding  O 

On  the  bridal  day  Qneetf  Vio.*)did*aT,  - 
To  her  beloved  daughter  O; 

Now  be  a  brick  tfhd  tinted  your  stifck. 

Up  for  your  rights,  no  quarter  O,  f  r 
Then  says  the  girl, 'depend  1  shdll, 

I  mean  t6 doit,  rather Of  ■' 

And  manage  spouse,  and  rule  my  hodce. 

As  you  have  ruled imy  father  O  it 

Erom  German  oourts  of  various  sorts. 

Came  many  a  hungry  glutton,  <*, 

To  board  and  sleep  upon  the  cheap,  . 

And  pitehiin  John  Bulls  miutoa  O. 

Without  a  doubt  at  sour  Kroiut, 

At  home  they  ail  fight  shy  at  O, 

For  feeding  here  beats  all  the  cheer, 

'Provided  by  German  Diet  O,  I 

Presen,ts  great.I.beg  to  state 
They  costly  were,  and  many  O  1 
And  for  the  lot  Bull  paid  the  shot, 

And  it  took  him  a  pretty  p6hny  O, 

So  mauy  tjhey  took  home  away, 

The  country  on  her  doating  O  !  ' 

With  all  to  trip  ’twould  have  took  ,  that  , shiA 

Leviathan,’*  if  she’d' been  floating  O  1  •* 

Before  they  went  some  nights  they  spent* 

At  the  London  playhouses  .O, 

And  Al.  and  Prince  Fred  both  went  to  bed. 

Quite  snuggy  thro*  their  carouse  w, 
la8tda-v  they  rode  away, 

The  Queen  had  taken  hef  salary  Ol 
to  the  New  Cut  and  up  went  tjie lot, 
in  the  thrums  Victoria  galley  O ; 

The  fete  was  grpn^ihey  hand. 

Of  pickled  pork  and  qabhage  O 
And  half  aebeqp  a  wet  an  cheip. 

From  Tn  ewgate  markets  garbage  O ;  1  . 

The  Prussian  lord  soon  cleared  the  board. 

And  gnawed  the  bones  unheeding  O ; 

The  Queens  black  looks  these  hungry  dukes. 

Ain't  use  to  English  feeding  O ; 


Grandfather  AL,  attd  Victoria  shall 
Rejoice  it  to  narry  U  ! 

And  Bull  the  shot.  :will  pky,  when  they’ve  got 

Another  daughter  to  marry  0. 


Now  they're  gone  back  with  a. foil  sack 
Of  John  Bull 3  cash,  to  Berlin  Oj 
Atidin  gooa  time  will  ran  the  rhyme* 
They ‘ye  a  royal  little  darling  Q,  ' 


THE  MARRIAGE  OF  THE  PRIN¬ 
CESS  royal. 

Written  by  T.  Ram-*ey.  8nng;iby  Mrs.  E.  Taylor 
Air.*-Lucy  Long. 

*Tia  of  a  Royal  marriage  I. am  now  about  to  sing 
Some  people  say  If, is  all  square, 'some  say  its  not 
the  thing  .  .  .  ,  / 

That  for  our  young  Princess  Royal  there  was  not 
throughout  our  laird,  ■; 

>  An  Englishman  thmtdtfuldbe  found  well  worthy 
of  her  hand.  ♦.  • 

Spoken  r*-And  0O<,‘ 000  hanging  to  it. 

chorus. 

But  they  did  not  take  their  time  if,  I  can  under¬ 
stand,  (hand. 

To  find  a  John  Bull  good  enough  to  take  her  royal 
Spoken.— With  60,000  haugingtb  it. 

There  is  another  case  in  poikif  which  I  will  show 
|  to  you.  |  to  do. 

;  What  this  easy  old  John  Bull  is  flat  enough 
!  When  his  Royal  children  marry  he  makes  a  royal 
fuss,  _  "f 

Th°*  they’ve  picVdJhis  pockets  all  their  life  he’ll 
then  give  a  purse. 

Spok«n.-*-Of  60,000  hanging  to  it. 

So  for  some  needy  foreigner  they  went  on^the 
look  out* 

To  gemmon  silly  old  John  Bullf  and  cleaned  his 
pockets  out. 

So  they  picked  out  a  Prussian  blue,  that  the 
Princeas  had  just  seen, 

To  nick  this  60,000  which  shows  he  was  not  green 

Of  B0, 000,  ^c. 

. :  ' 

Here  is  another  casein  point,  we  all  should  under- 

#  stands 

*  All  this  lot  of  money  goes  to  another  laud* 

And  the  Prussian  takes  her  for  better  or  for 
worse. 

This  is  a  good  pull  in  it,  this  60,000  purse. 

Of  60,000,  &c. 

1  ■  u  ; 

Now  to  send  away  our  Princess  ina  foreign  land 
}  to  roam. 

With  so  much  of  our  money  which  We  want  so 
much  at  home:  ,  ■> 

While  so  many  English  daughters  ara  now  in 
want  of  bread; 

Shoeless,  Ragged,  and  in  want  of  shelter,  and  a 
And  a  s  hare  of  this  60,000. 

But  if  your  fpriegn  daughters  cfchme  to  take  pur 
Prince’s  hand,  * 

They  never  fail  to  ask  John  Boll  what  he’s  goino- 
to  stand*  .  ° 

And  after  they  ha,ve  bled  Mm,  they  at  his  weak¬ 
ness  iaugh, 

And  say  that  “dat  he’d* hot  von  John  Bull,  but 
dat  he’s  von  Jack  Calf.  lt  ^ 

•<  jTa  give  60, OoO pounds. 


Nfcw  j£ND  FAVOtfElTE  SONGS 


THE  OLD  FOLKS  jAT  HOMS 

•Way  down  upon  the  Swanae  ribbtr, 

Far,  far  away  ;t  .te  .  ..  • 

Dere’a  where  my  heart  is  turning  eber, 
Dare's  where  de  old  folbatty* 

All  up  end  down  de  whole  creation 
Badly  d  roam;  . : 

Btffllonging  for  devoid  plantation, 
Andae  old  folks  at  home*  r: 

Allde  world  am  sad  and  d?e*W 
Eb'rywhere  I  roam-rr 

oh* 

All  round  de  little  farm  I  wander'd 
When  I  was  young  ;  _ 

Den  many  happy  days  I  squanders 
Many  songs  I  sung.  . 
When!  Was  playin'  wjd  my  broder 


:  long  parted  wave  we  seen. 

Moeio  published  inthe‘  Music«l  Bouquet/ 

'  Xiong  parted  have  We  been,  . 

Many  troubles  haVe  We  seen,  .  _ ' 

Bince  the  wetojrday  wfe  MR*  them  on  our  good  bia 
English  shore,  '  -  V  .-i 

And  we  took  ablest  farewell  to  return  to  Ahem  no 
morp.  •  r.  ■. .  -V :  »I  !  • 

But  they’re  coming,  coming,  coming. 

They  are-coming  with  the  flowers, ; 

They  are  coming  with  the  summer,.  ,t 
TO  this  new  land  of  ours. 

And  we’ll  all  forget  our  sadness, 

And  shake  their  nenda  with  gladness, 

And  bid  them,  joyous  welcome. 

To  this  new  land  or  ours* 

v  <4CoW  often  hive  4e  prayed, 

They  were  here  in  joy)  array'd. 

The  friends,  the  dear  relations,  and  the  lovers  fond 
£..?h  and, true,  .  -v 

To  share  our  better  L.yk'}ts,  t&f  all  the  joys  we 
f'-  •  Anew..  .  >,■  .  . 

And  they're  cpnusg*  coming,  eraiag, 
i  They  are  coining  with  the  flowers. 


One  little  butf  among  de  bnohes, 

And  one  dat  X  love. 

Still  sadly  to  my  memory  wishes. 

No  matter  where  I  rove. 
When  will  T  see  de  bees  a  humming 
Ail  round,  de  Comb  ?  »jl* 

When  will  I  hear  de  banjo  twwaiag, 
Down  in.my  good  old  heme? 


In  all  our  happiness, 

j  iThbre  eSemeu  a  jdy  the  less  ,  . 

When  we  looked  around  and  missed  them-  by  the 
,  fireside's  cheerful  glow,  ;  ' 

The  old  famiiiar  comrades  that  we  loved,  so  long 

ago*  .  . 

<5  But  they're  commg,  coming,  p<mung. 

They  are  coming  with  the  flowers, 

They're  coming  with  the  summer, 

’  To  this  new  land  of  onrb. 

It  hdeds  but  their  embraces, 

^  ^smiling  f«s!S,  + 


Lie  contented, 


To  make  us 
In  this  now  land  of  ours, 


OHV  LET  ME  LIKE  A  SOLDIER 
FALL. 

Oh  t 1  let  me  lit*  a  soldier  fall 
-  tTpon  some' opening  plamj 

i  This  bTteast  expanding  lor  the  bah, 

To  blot  out  every;st*i»; 

Brate,  manly  hearts  confer  rar  flown 
That  gentler  ones  may  ten, 

'  Howe'er  forgot, 5  unknown  tUy’  tomb , 

I  like  a  soldier  fell* 


I  only  ask  of  that  proud  race, 

•*  Which  ends  its  blase  in  me ; 

To  die  the  last  and  not  disgrace 
Its  ancient  chivalry*# 

Tho*  o'er  my  clay  no  banner  wave, 
Nor  trumpet  requiem  swell — 
Enough,  they  murmur  at  my  grave 
He  like  a  soldier  fell  ; 


new  and  favorite  songs 


Well,  purple-robed,  bec-gpahfrled  Louis. 

AnH  myOU  th*ink  BttU  fecl*  Muej,  , 

Tn  l?oean8A°  quie/,y  kn«ckfe  under, 

To  arragaut  Imperial  thunder. 

Not  a  bit  of  it  |  he  m  ay  behold  you 
Steppmg:  off  when  friends  have  sold  you. 

And  when  exiled,  with  fortune  undone. 

You  yet  may  b a  a  shoeblack  m  London! 

Now,  John,  as  liberty  has  vanished, 

Let  all  your  dd  clap-trap  be  Vanished, 

Of  Britons  bold  and  Freedom's  Banner. 

And  sport  a  Tri-coloured  Bandanna. 

Oh  yes,  we  11  bow  down,  every  one,  sir. 

Like  Aldermen  did  in  Fifty-one,  sir. 

But,  hold  hard — ’ere  each  mouth  we  shot  it«— 
Don  t  the  Gallic  cock  wish  he  may  get  it. 

For  in  spite  of  all  the  moves  they  try  on. 
It's  not  up,  yet,  with  the  British  Lion. 


Hardwick 


*uun  isuii,  to  liberty  bid  good  morning 
And  all  things  English  now  be  scorning, 

w^uhif:B/itii8li-Lion  the>’re  to  bind  him, 
With  his  tail  chopped  short,  tucked  in  behind  hi 
To  please  his  mighintess,  great  Nappy, 

If  you  wish  to  exist  here  happy, 

Cut  spouting  of  chartered  British  freedom, 
Here  s  your  rules  to  follow  and  mind  you  heed  ei 

Chorus— Never  more  for  glory  try  on. 

Its  all  up  now  with  the  British  Lion, 

Cbey  the Moniteur”  and  Paris  journals. 

And  tremble  at  tire-eating  Colonels! 

You  re  not  the  men  you  “  used  to  was,"  sir 
Give  up  your  person,  house,  and  puree,  sir* 

Don  t  speak,  unless  you  ask  permission. 

And  change  entirely  your  condition 

From  a  jolly  independant  Briton 

To  a  Mounseer,  gagged,  and  kicked,  and  spit  on. 

Turn  your  peelers  in  to  spies  cockaded. 

And  as  your  naval  glory's  faded. 

Burn  your  ships,  and  the  Leviathan  freight  her 
With  each  wild  Liberal  agitator— 


ANSWER  TO  JOE  IN  THE  CO?. 


PER.  ,7 

Written  by  Thomas  Ramsay, 
you've  heard  a  song  sung  about  a  sartfn 
(the  truth, 

a  sarvant  gal#  but  they  dosn't  tell 


No  doubt 
youth, 

Asweatheart  of  _  „„„  _M_V  u„_.i  r  TflII 

r  t  .  ,  o"*|  UW*  UUoXJ  l  1611 

*  i Very  sarvant  ?al  of  what  so  much 

(beepr'd 
you  b<jy  it 


jwu  <icau, 

And  if  you'll  listen  unto  me  I'll  tell 

TheshetCherand  fehebaker  the*  both  sweathearted 

And  she  thought  4  was  no  harm  to  have  wit  htffem 
And  there  was  a  policeman  stationed  on  that  beat 
Who  was  fond  of  goose  and  rabbit  pie,  and  she 
oft  gave  him  a  treat. 

Now  it  happened  on  a  sartin  time  she  heard  her 
missus  say,  * 

She  was  going  to  a  sarmint  but  not  unto  a  play. 
And  it  happened  that  the  baker  came  and  what  is 


And  live  on  frogs  and  sugared  water,  * 
Eat  French  rolls  on  peril  of  a  fine.  sir. 

Of  twenty  francs.  If  you  decline,  sir. 

Your  Day  and  Martin  bottle  demolish, 

Ana  shine  your  boots  up  with  French  polish 

For  fear  our  Aliy  you  should  nettle. 

Chop  up  the  Iron  Duke  for  oid  metal: 

All  his  statues  from  London  shy  out. 

And  knock  Lord  Nelson’s  other  eye  out. 
Waterloo  bridge  annihilate,  sir. 

Of  that  battle  never  dare  to  prate,  sir  ; 

Famed  Apsley  house  sell,  smash,  or  burn  up. 
And  you  mui  tn’t  sleep  in  a  Waterloo  turn-up 

Send  “Punch  **.  of  Fleet-street  to  the  galleys 
Burn  down  Printing  House  square  alleys. 

Give  Radical  editors  all  a  roasting, 

And  take  no  paper  but  the  “Post  ’’  in. 

When  yon  go  out  for  pleasure  nobbv, 

~lv*  UP  3T°ur  Key  to  a  French  Bobby, 

So  shad  you  gain  the  approbation 
Of  the  Czar  of  ••  La  Grande  Nation." 

Audadous  Bull— you've  thought,  some  time  h 
That  you  won  battles  in  the  Crimea  ; 

T,L77at  a  deIu810n — "hat  a  story—  r~ 
a  was  *  ranee  alone  gained  all  the  glory. 

PpJIiJ  Lion,«  a  scrubby  poodle, 

Jhe,Ga'‘ic  cock-a-doodle,  . 


The  baker  he  was  angry  to  find  his  love  so  crppt. 
And  as  hecould  not  reach  the  door  he  in  the 
oven  popp'd, 

The  policeman  swore  by  all  that’s  blue  that  he'd 
make  her  his  wife. 

Then  he  ax'd  how  the  cupboard  stood,  and  pull'd 
out  a  sharp  knife. 

please6  bes*sbe  cou^  f°r  him,  his  appetite  to 

He  cut  away  at  mutton  then  slipp'd  into  the  cheele 
Just  as  he  finished  up  the  lot  and  was  axing  her 
for  more,  '  (door. 

Her  missus  and  the  butcher  came  knocking  at  the 
And  she  run  down  the  kitchen  before  I'd  time  to 
to  stop  ter,  (the  copper 

Meantime  the  bold  policeman  had  slipp'd  into 
And  the  butcher  filled  the  copper,  and  at  her 
missus  smil'd. 

Saying  raw  lobsters  was  not  good  unless  they 

WPPA  wall  K4l*yl  '  * 


TTST  r 


NEW  AND  FAVOURITE  SONGS 


HOOP  DE  DOO-DEN-DOO. 

Music  Boquet  Office,  Holborn. 

A  Favourite  American  Melody,  sung  by 
Mr.  E.  H.  Pierce. 

•  f  . 

Some  hundred  years  a gp  or  niore. 

Poor  old  M***d  set  me  free. 

Poor  old  Missus  then  diq.  cry— 

Hoop  de  doo-den-doo, 

I  took  my  goods  upon  my  back. 

Den  look'd  out  for  a  railway  track, 

De  whistle  soon  did  holler  out^- 

Hoop  de  doo-den-doo. 

T  stroll’d  along  a  mile  or  so, 

Widout  a  boot  and,  not  a  shoe  ; 

Soon  my  feet  did  hurt  me,  oh  l 

Hoop  de  doo-den-doo, 

I  laid  my  goods  all  Un  de  ground, 

And  look’d  a-bove,  and  stared  a  round. 

But  soon  1  heard  de  whisle  sound. 

Hoop  de  doo-den-doo, 

I  walk'd  a  long  not  berry  far. 

Den  1  see  a  Railway  car. 

Flying  ober  a  turn-pike-bar  , 

Hoop  de  doo-den-doo. 

Den  such  a  noise,  and  such  a  sight, 

Made  me'run  away  wid  fright, 

1  got  no  sleep  dat  berry  night — 

Hoop  de  doo-den-doo, 

I  run  to  pick  a  baby  up. 

And  see  if  it  was  kill’d  or  hurt, 

The  little  dear  began  to  shout— 

Hoop  de  doo-den-doo. 

Some  o-ther  feller  broke  his  leg. 

And  now  he’s  got  a  wooden  peg! 

De  last  words  dat  your  Uncle  said— 

Hoop  de  doo-den-doo! 

HERE'S  TO-  THE  NAVY 
AGAIN. 

(As  sung  by  Miss  Glover.) 

Every  man  is  expected  his  duty  to  do. 

Was  the  last  signal  made  to  the  British  fleet’s 
crew; 

Let  your  watchword  be  Nelson, ye  sons  of  the 
main. 

When  ye  fight,  and  youTl  conquer  again  and 
agaiu. 

Huzza,  Huzza,  &c.,  &c., 

You  will  never  find  such  men — 

No,  never; 

As  the  army  and  navy  huzza. 

'Twas  this  day  we  beat  the  proud  Frenchman 
and  Don— 

If  they  wish  again,  why  let  them  come  on 
We’ll  fight  till  we  sink,  ere  our  union  we'll 
3tain, 

Then  fill,  boys,  and  drink  to  the  Navy  again. 
On  board  or  oh  shore,  it  is  all  one  to  me, 

On  board  I’ve  my  <tufcy*-on  *hore  Uve  my 
spred. 


My  ship  is  my  boast,  my  home’s  the  wild 
main, 

I  have  but  one  toast— here’s  the  navy  again. 

Success  to  old*  England,  the  land  of  the  free! 
Success  to  our  Sovereign,  the  Queen  of  the 
sea! 

Success  to  our  sailors*  the  lords  of  the  main! 
Success  to  the  nary,  again  and  again. 


I  LOVE  THE  MERRY  SUN¬ 
SHINE. 

(Sung  by  Miss  Clifton.) 

I  love  the  merry  sunshine— 

It  makes  the  heart  so  gay 
To  hear  the  sweet  birds  singing 
On  their  summer  holiday. 

With  their  wild-wood  notes  of  duty* 

From  Hawthorn  bush  and  tree;* 

Oh!  the  sunshine  is  all  beauty! 

The  merry  vuu  for  me! 

1  love  the  merry  sunshine 
Through  the  dewy  morning’s  show’r. 

With  its  rosy  smiles  advancing; 

Like  a  beauty  from  her  bow'r 
It  charms  the  sou)  in  sadness. 

It  sets  the  spirit  free; 

Oh  , the  sunshine  is  all  gladness** 

The  merry  sun  for  me! 


MARGUERITE’S  DEATH  BED 
FAREWELE. 

c**  1  love  thee  ever  dearly, 

Oh!  Armande,  dear,  I  long  once  more. 

In  these  fond  arms  to  press  thee; 

My  fleeting  life,  I’d  freely  give. 

Could  I  again  caress  thee, 

My  vision  fades  my  heart  grows  cold. 

Yet  of  thee,  love,  I’m  dreaming; 

And  fancy  shows  in  fever’d  sleep. 

Thy  bright  eye3  on  me  beaming. 

I’d  die  in  peace,  could  I  but  taste. 

The  joys  that  once  you  gave  me; 

Life’s  ebbing  fast.— Oh!  Armande  come, 

The  sight  of  you  will  save  me. 

Alasl  ’tis  vain,  thou’r’t  far  away, 

On  earth  1  ne’er  shall  greet  thee; 

So  Heaven  forgive  me — take  my  soul. 

And  Armande,  there.  I’ll  meet  thee! 


TASTE!  OH  TASTE, 

Taste,  oh  taste,  this  spicy  wine, 

Drain  the  sparkling  cup  I  pray  ; 

Does  your  heart  in  sadness  pine! 

Drink  and  sadness  clears  away.  . 

Now  may  nimble  troops  of  pleasure. 

Seal  your  hours,  in  morrice  light 
Deck  tkj*  dfcc  wjflh  fancy's- treasure, 

Bier  fhiZWt&m*  antfcrowi^th©  night 

-  •  •  •:  .  ' 


4IW!  ?AvpfHti£K  SON6-S. 


MARY  OF  ARQYIjE. 

7  »a/^3Par<*  ^  .®fiTO  tingw& 

Itfs  rove  song  to  the  morn, 

I  ▼«  seen  the  dew-drop  clinging 
To  the  rose  just  newly  horn. 

But  a  sweeter  song  has  cheered  me. 

At  the  evening’s  gentle  close. 

Ami  I've  seen  an  eye  still  brighter 
Than  the  dew-drop  on  the  rote. 

'Twas  thytvoice,  my  gentle  Mbit. 

Aad  hfa^artfet®  wirninw  «^©f* 

1  hat  mAde_this  world  an  Eden. 
Bonny  Mary  of  Argjrle, 

^ho*  thy  voice  may  loose  its  sweetneti  i 
And  thine  eyes  its  brightness,  toow 
fiio'  thy  step  may  lack  its  swiftness. 

And  thine  hair  its  sunny  hpe. 

Still  to  mo  wilt  thou,  be  dearer 
Than  all  the  world shaUoS. 
l  hare  loved  thee  for  thy  beauty. 

But  not  for  that  alone ! 

I  have  watch*  d  thy  heart,  dear  M&rv. 

And  its  goodness  was  tJie  wile. 

That  has  made  thee  mine  for  ever.r 
Bonny  Mary  of  Argyle  | 


THE  LOW- BACK’D  GAR. 

When  first  I  saw  sweet  Peggy, 

’Twas  on  a  market  day, 

A  low-back’ d  car  she.  drove,  and  sac 
Upon  a  truss  of  hay • 

.But  when  that  bay  was  blooming  grass. 
And  deck’d  with  flow’rs  of  spring, 
flow’r  was  there  that  could  compare 
With  the  blooming  girl  I  sing, 
ks  she  sat  in  the  low-back*d  car. 

The  man  at  the  turnpike  bar 
Bever  asked  for  his  toll. 

But  just  rubbed  his  old  poll. 

And  look'd  after  the  Jow-back'd  car. 

Sweet  Peggy,  round  her  car,  oii, 

Has  strings  of  dncks  and  geese. 

But  the  scores  of  hearts  she  slaughters. 

By  far  outnumber  theee, 

W  hile  she  among  her  poultry  sits. 

Just  like  a  turtle  dove. 

Well  worth  tho  cage,  I  do  engage, 

Oi  the  blooming  god  of  love. 

While  she  sits  in  her  low-back’d  car, 

The  lovers  come  near  and  far,  f 

And  envy  the  chicken 
That  Peggy  is  picking— 

As  she  sits  in the  low-back’d  car. 

Oh,  W  rather  own  that  car,  sir, 
w  itn  Peggy  by  my  side. 

Than  a  coach  and  four,  and  gold  galore. 
And  a  lady  for  my  bride ; 

JJor  the  lady  would  9it  fornenet  me, 

On  a  cushion  made  with  taste, 

P8 m  would  sit  beside  me, 
lrxtB  uw  am  around  her  waist. 

While  we  drove  in  the  low-hack’d  air. 

*•  be  married  by  Father  Maher. 

Oh,  in,  heart  would  beat  high 
Mr  glance  and  her  sigh 
*b<w*h  it  beat  in  .  low-back’d  ear. 


v  JOWNWr  BANDS.  K  IT 

A  JohwvSMdk 

a JUsmediBetty  Haigh,  M-.  ^  * 

8he  °  ved  a'Sfoil^“‘d  *“** 
For,  oh,  she  Was  a  eeoidmjfwife.  ' 

Full  of  caprice  and  whim.  *  ' 

He  said  that  he  was  tSjred  of  life,  1 
And  die  was  tired  bf him. 

And  she  waa  tired  of  hue 
Bays  he,  « thou  mysetf-  ' 

The  nvet  runs,  below.”  , 

fe^ys  he,  «•  upon  the  brink  PU  stana. 

Do  you  run  down  the  hill 
And  gosh  me  in  with  all  your  might/*  -wott 
Says  she,  Mmy  love  I  wifi.” 

u  For  fear  that  I 

should 'Courage  lack 

And  try  to  save  my  life,  '  a  , 

Pray  tye  my  hands  oehind  my  back.”  ' 
“•I.wiU,”  replied  hia  wife. 

Sue  tied  them  fast  as  you  may  think, 
wiien  securely  done, 

How  stand,”  .she  says/  « upon  the  brink* 
And  1 11  prepare  tcxjrun. 

And  I'll .prepare; to  run.M  f 

All  down  the  mil  his  loving  bride. 

Now  ran  v/itk  afi,  her  force 
To  push  him  in— he  stepped  aside— 

And  she  fell,  in  of  course. 

If  ow  splashing,  dashing,  like  a  fish. 

Oh,  save  me,  Johnny  Sands,*' 

Jcan't,  my  dear,  tho’  much  I  wish. 

For  you  have  tied  my  hands.”  .  1 


BONNIE  DUNDEE. 

T°  KJ?*  °f  Co“vention  ’twas  Claverhous* 
^  be  tofcf*  Cr°W“  e°  do’vn  there  are  crown  to 

lt,ves  honour  and  me, 

Let  him  follow  the  bonnets  of  bonnie  Dundee. 

Come,  fill  up  my  cup-come,  fill  up  my  can 

“f  hemes,  and  call  out  rav  men, 

Porh?f?nhe  p£rt»  an<i  Iftt.us-gae  free, 

Foy  it  8  up  wi  the  bonnets  of  boiinio  $  mid  ee„ 

hfJ*  he  rides  up  the  street : 

lh°beat  - tbey  nng  haekward,  the  drums  they  art 

5”*  frOT08t  tflonce  mon)  said  just  s  en  .etit  bo. 
For  the  town  is  well  n4  o'  that  de‘il  <j  Dundee. 

The  Perth  ^  b®y°nd  Pootlanvl,  Mid  laarii  beyond 

If  there' sLorda  in  the  South,  there  are  Chiefs  in 
the  North's  . 

mere  are  brave  dinnio  vassals,  three  thousand 
times  three, 

WUl_ory  “heigh,”  for  the. bonnets  of  bonni. 
Dundee. 

\  r  ■ 

•  E~  t  awa*  40  th*  hatat# th®  le*  <*  tho  rocks  t 
-  ♦  “Y,.,*  “iwh cr°°ch  wwh  the  fox— 

Abd  tremble,  false  whigs,  in  the  midst  of  your  fries* 
*e  nae  no  seen  the  •»»  boaset,  8  ^ 


_ ysw  AMT*  FAVoqattTB  SONGS, 


THE  BRAVE  MOUSQUETAIRE. 

'Neath  a  vine  covered  porch  sat  to  Old  Mousque¬ 
taire, 

Watching  intently  a  fair  child  at  jd&y*  q 
The  toys  round  him  scattered,  tho*  simple'  they 
were,  j'  *. 

Bore  the  Old' Soldier's  thoughts  far  away. 

At  the  sound  of  the  drum  bswaafeeblena  more. 
But  flourished  his  crutch  in  the  air — 

If  a  Soldier  you'd*  be,  find  a  tutor  in  me; 

Shoulder  arms  l  cried  the  old,  Mousquetaire. 

Then  the  Old  Mousquetaire  spoke  of  warlike  array. 
He  built  mimic  ramparts  and  stormed  mimic 
towers;  *  > 

Oh,  the  heart  of  a  Soldier  was  formed  that  day 
In  that  garden  of  fresh  wild  flowers^ 

'Twas  thus,  he  cried,,  that  our.  Emperor  stood* 

His  sword  dashing  bright  in  the  air ; 

cr^  France  brave !  comrades  advance. 

To  tbe  charge!  on, my  brave  Mousquecaire. 

“^sket  and  sword  I  have  hung  up  to  rest. 

With  my  knapsack  and,  belt,  and  my  batter'd 
canteen, 

At  at  Wagrwn,  tbe  East  and  the  West, 

With  the  Old  Mousquetatce  tfcsy  have  been,  j 
1  could  still  stand  a  brush,  tho*  nearly  four  score. 
But  prudence  now  whispers  beware. 

For  the  period'  draws  nigh,  when  Sing  Death 
will  cry,  " 

Pile  your  arms  I  to  the  Old  Mousquetaire  , 


THE  F^RY  TEMPTER. 

Afrir  girl  was  sitttarin  a  greenwood  shade, 
List*mng  to  thjs  zpnsic  the  spring  birds  mams; 
Wh«  aweeter  by  far  than  the  bird#  on.  the  tree, 

A  voice  murmur  d  noar  her,  *  Obt  come,  love  with 

me,  L - 

to  earth,  a  thing'  Sq  fair,  I  have  not  seen  as  thee. 
Then  come*  love;,  come,  love*  with  met  < 

‘With  a  star  for  thy  home,  in  a  palace  of  light. 
Thou  wilt  arid  afresh  grace  to  the  beauty  ofnight; 
Or  if  wealth -feeiihy  wish  thine  are  treasures  untold, 
I  will. show  thee  tbe  birthplaoe  of  jewels  and  gold, 
And  pearly  caves  beneath  the  waves. 

All  these  are  thine,  if  thou  wilt  be  mine,  love. 

Thus  whispered  a  fairy  to  tempt  a  fair  girl. 

But  vain  was  his  promise  of  gold  and  or  pearl. 

For  she  said  tho*  thy  gifts  to  a  poor  girl  be  dear. 
My  father,  my  mother,  my  sieters  are  here. 

Oh,  what  would  be  thy  gifts  to  me,  of)  earth,  and 
sea,  and  air. 

If  my  heart  were  not  there— if  my  heart  were  not 
there. 


THE  ENGLISHMAN. 

There’s  a  land  that  bears  a  world  known  name.  * 
Tho*  it  is  but.  a  little  spot  5  • 

'Tis  first  on  the.blasing  scroll  of  fame. 

And  who  shall  say  it  is  not. 

Of  the  deathless  ones  who  shine  and  live. 

In  arms,  in  heart,  in  song. 

The  brightest  the  whole  wide  world  oan  give. 

To  that ‘little  land  belong. 

*Ti9  the  star  of  the  earth,  deny  it  who  can. 

The  island  home  of  an  Englishman. 

There’s  a  flag  that  floats  cfer  every  sea, 

No  matter  when  or  where, 

And  to  treat  that  flag  as  aught  but  the  free, 

Is  more  than  tbe  strongest  dare. 

For  the  lion  spirits  that  tread  the  deck, 

;  Have  carried  the  palm  of  the  brave. 

And  that  flag  may  sink  with  a  shot  torn  wreok, 

,  But  never  float  o’er  a  slave. 

.its  honour  is  stainless,  deny  it  who 
I  he  flag  of  a  true  born  Englishman. 

Bntonmay  traverse  the  pole  or  sone, 

And  boldly  claim  his  right, 

* calls  such  a  vast  domain  his  own, 
t  vi?1  ^ ®  9^n  never  set  a  on  his  might. 

Let  the  haughty  stranger  seek, to  know. 

The  place  of  his  home  and  birth, 

And  a  flush  wifi  pour  from  cheek  to  brow, 
tells  of  his  native  earth, 
charter,  deny  it  who  can, 

*T*he  words  <f  I’m  an  Englishman.** 


ROUSE,  BROTHERS,  ROUSE. 

Music  Published  in  the  “  Musical  Bouquet.** 

Bouse,  brothers,  rouse,  the  way  is  long  before  ns. 
Free  as  the  winds  we  love  to  roam, 

Far  thro*  the  prsiirie,  far  thro’  the  forest. 

Over  the  mountains  we’ll  find  a  home. 

We  cannot  breathe  in  crowded  cities, 

!  W  e’re  strangers  to  tkoways  of  trade; 

We  ionc  to  feel  the  grass  beneath  us. 

And  ply  the  hatchet  and  the  spade. 

Bouse*  brothers,  rouse  !  the  way  is.  long  before  u% 
Free  aa  the  winds  we  love  to  roam. 

Far  thro*  the  prairie,  far  thro*  the  forest. 

Over  the  mountains  we’U  find  a  home. 

Meadows  and  hills  and  ancient  woodlands 
Offer  us  pasture,  fruit,  and  com, 

N ceding  our  presence,  courting  our  labour— 

Why  should  we  linger  like  men  forlorn  P 
We  love  to  hear  the  ringing  rifle. 

The  smiting  axe,  the  falling  tree; 

And  tho*  our  life  be  rough  and  lonely. 

If  it  be  honest,  what  care  we  ? 

.  •  1  .  t;  j>  .  ■ 

Fair  elbow  roqm  for  men  to  thrive  in ! 

T  Wj.de  Showroom  for  work  or  play  l 
If  cities  follow,  tracking  our  footsteps. 

Ever  to  westward  shall  point  our  way? 

Bude  tho  our  life,  it  suits  our  spirit. 

And  new-born  states  in  future  years 
Shall  own  us  founders  of  a  nation. 

And  bless  the  hardy  “  Pioneers!** 


DIF  NOT,  FOND  MAN. 

Die  not,  fond  man,  before  thy  day  t 
Dove's  cold  December 
Will  surrender 
To  succeeding  jocund  May 
And  then,  oh,  then  sorrow  shall 
Comforts  abounding. 

Cares  confounding, 

Shall  conclude  a  happy  peace. 


niSSi 
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new  and  favorite  songs 


HOOP  DE  DOODEN  DOO. 

The  Celebrated  Negro  Melody,  Sang  by  the 
Christy  Minstrels.  _ 

Music  published  by  Davidson  .Peter5*  Hill* 
1  Doctors  Cominotts 

Now  whoever  into  power  goes. 

Fleece  uf  the  same  and  well  we,  know** 

All  we  get  for  paying  thro'  the  nose. 

Is  hoop  de  dooden  dtp. 
If  they'd  send  here  up  high  to  siying^ 
Commissioner  Y?h  and  Delhi’*  King, 

We'd  do  it  jolly  quick  and  sipg-r  .  . 

Hoop  de  dooden  doo. 

The  song  I'm  gwine  to  sing  about’ 

I  tink  will  leave  you  all  in  doubt, 

But  what  it  means  you  may  find  out 
Hoop  de  dooden  do. 

Now  we  will  have  a  pleasant  chat. 

And  soon  you'll  see  what  I  am  at. 

If  it  ’tis'nt  dls— it  must  be  dat 

Hoop  de  dooden  doo. 

When  massa  bought  me,  I  was  sold. 

He  wasn’t  young -he  wasn't  old. 

And  all  he  said  or  sung.  I’m  told. 

Was — hoop  de  dooden  do. 

He  went  one  day  and  got  a  wife. 

Who  stuck  him  wid  de  ca/vint,-knife 
And  the  only  ting  dat  saved  his  life 
Was — hoop  de  dooden  do. 

I  recollect  when  I  was  born, 

Dey  left  me  by  myself  foriorn. 

It  wasi/t  night— it  wasn't  morn. 

Hoop  de  dooden  do. 

It  wns  so  dark  we. couldn't  see. 

When  some  one— mind,  it  wasn't  me 
Said — You  look  out  or  dere  will  bef 
Hoop  de  dooden  do. 

De  odder  day  I  took  de  train. 

To  somewhere  else  and  back  again. 
And  dere  was  sunshine,  snow,  and 
rain — 

Hoop  de  dooden  do. 

I  found  a  man  whose  name  was 
Jones,  ,} 

Says  I  What  brings  you  off  destones 
Says  he,  in  most  misterious  tone3— 
Hoop  de  dooden  doo. 

I  n  consequence  of  dat  remark, 

Iwas  completely  in  de  dark, 

Bnt  suddenly  a  voice  cried— Hark! 

Hoop  de  dooden  doo. 

Next  day  I  went  and  bought  a  coat. 

To  button  rouud  my  head  and  troat 
But  when  axed  for  a  five  pound  note 
Hocp  de  dooaen  doo. 

To  de  Isle  of  Dogs  I  took  a  trip. 

To  see ‘ef^  launch  de  big  steam  ship 
What‘s<L^A  says  1  j  says  he,  A  slip. 
Hoop  de  dooden  doo. 
Ebery  time  a  move  she  made, 

Brunei  qi  somebody  else  hoorayed, 
And  Father  Thames  popped  up  and 
said—  Hoop  de  dooden  doo. 

Robinson  Crusoe,  dat  man  ob  note, 
Like  Brurel,  once  built  a  boat 
But  when  he  tried  to  get  it  afloat— 
Hoop  de  dooden  doo. 

Big  Ben,  de  famous  Warner  bell. 


Wftf  .midede  time  of  <}ay  to.tell. 

But  de  sound  A\t  came  when  tu* 
clapper  foil,  ,  , 

Hoop  de  aobdendbo. 

Of  on*  ting  only  I  *m  sure,— 

Two  end  two*  deytay,  makes  four. 
And  multiplied,  it  will  be  more, 

1  Hoop  de  doodon  doo.  * 
So:  from  dese  most  important  fact*, 

Y  ou  may  reply,  whdn  any  ax 
What  branch  of  learning  we  should 
.  tar—  Hoop  de  dooden  doo. 

My  sweetheart  she  dress  in  greeny 
A  silk  marie  ob  a  bombasine  ; 

Yon  ought  to  see  hsr  crinoline— 
Hoop  de  dooden  doo. 

Wfe  married  off  winout  a  fuss, 

I  got  a  cradle  and  a  nuss. 

Then  made  my  mind  up  foTthe  wue* 
Hoop  de  dooden  doo. 

Prince  Fred'rick  gotJ ohn  Bull  to  pay 
Eight  thousand  a  year  to  t*»ke  away 
De  Princess  Royal— won’t  he  say— 
Hoop  de  dooden  doo. 
How  Germans  dey  must  grid. 

To  see  John  Bull  so  taken  in 
Dey  find  de  husband,  we  de  tin— 
Hoop  de  dooden  doo. 

To  de  opera  house  I  went  one  night 
De  people  there  got  up  in  *  fright 
And  Piccolomini  shrieked  outright. 
Hoop  de  dooden  doo. 

1  merely  asked  what  was  de  matter 
When  dey  called  me  a  poor  La  Tray- 
viatter. 

And  de  boxkeepers  began  to  chatter 
Hoop  de  dooden  doo. 

This  song  was  sung  some  years  ago 
In -an  opera  call'd  Les  Huguenots, 
By  Mario,  or  else  Defoe. 

Hoop  de  dooden  doo. 
Some  people  say  this  is  not  true, 

For  Meyerbeer  that  air  won't  deb¬ 
its  but  Aunt  Sally  cut  in  too 

With— Hoop  de  dooden  doo. 


ROBSON’S  WHOOP  DE  OODUM 
DOO. 

Sung  by  Mr.  F.  Robson. 

I’ve  turned  fcl}£  matter  in  my  mipd> 

And  weighed  the  pros  and  cons  combined, 
Whereof  the  sole  result  I  find 

Is  whoop  de  oocum  do. 

I've  more  than  once  conceived  the  thought 
Thattis  a  deed  I  did'nt  ought  ' 

Till  back  to  the  conclusion  brought 

r  Of  whoop  de  oodura  do. 

The  approving  of  honest  men  _ 

Is  well  worth  earning  now  and  then 
But  on  the  othdf  tjgrtd  again 

Whoop  de  oodum  do 

I’ve  still  my  doubts.  I  freely  own't. 

I  think  I  will, but  perhaps  I  won't. 

On  calm  reflection  if  I  don’t 

I’m  whoop  de  oodum  do. 


